A MUMMER'S TALH,              159

sj he joyfully drew from them the hope and
piobability of a long lease of life,

The hearse stopped in the middle of a side alley.
The clergy and the women stepped out of the
coaches. Delage received in his arms5 from the top
of the carnage steps, the worthy Madame Ravaudj
who was getting a little ponderous, arid of a sudden$
half in jestj half in earnest, he made certain pro-
posals to her. She was no longer young,, having
been on the stage for half a century. Delage, with
his twenty-five yeai % looked upon her as prodigiously
old. Yet, as he whispcied into her eai? he felt
excited, infatuated^ he became sincere^ he really
desired her, out of perverse cuuosity, because he
wanted to do something extraordinary, and was
certain that he would be able to do it, perhaps
because of his professional instinct as a handsome
youth, and, lastly, becauses in the first place having
asked,, for what he did not wants he began to want
what he had asked for. Madame Ravaud, indignant
but flattered, made good her escape.

The coffin was carried along a narrow path
bordered with dwarf cypresses, amid a murmuring
of prayers :

** In paradtsum Mutant u Angdt^ m tuo adventu
susaptant te Martyres etperducant te in (fottatem saxctam
Jerusalem^ Chorm Angskfum te sustiptat et cum L%zar@f
quondam paupere^ teterttam habeas